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All the forenoon he bent over his Iedgersf watching
his hand pen the neat figures into the ruled columns
with a sort of astonishment* After his sleepless night
he labored in a kind of stupor, his mind too spent even
to contemplate the coiling images of his lust, thwarted
now for all time, save with a dull astonishment that the
images no longer filled his blood with fury and despair,
so that it was some time before his dulled nerves re-
acted to a fresh threat and caused him to raise his head.
Virgil Beard was just entering the door.

He slid hurriedly from his stool and slipped around
the corner and darted through the door of old Bayard's
office. He crouched within the door, heard the boy ask
politely for him, heard the cashier say that he was
there a minute ago but that he reckoned he had stepped
out; heard the boy say, well, he reckoned hesd wait for
him. And he crouched within the door, wiping his
drooling mouth with his handkerchief.

After a while he opened the door cautiously. The
boy squatted patiently and blandly on his heels against
the wall, and Snopes stood again with his clenched and
trembling hands. He did not curse: his desperate fury
was beyond words9 but his breath came and went with a
swift ah-ah-ah sound in his throat and it seemed to him
that his eyeballs were being drawn back into his skull,
turning further and further until the cords that drew
them reached the snapping point. He opened the door.
"Hi, Mr. Snopes," the boy said genially, rising.
Snopes strode on and entered the grille and approached
the cashier.

aRes,59 he said in a voice scarcely articulate, "gimme
five dollars/5
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